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MUTE TESTIMONY of. loneliness on a deserted; beach
in Duxbury. - -.....••- -. . •

GREEN ' HARBOR,' Marshfield —
.There can be few things lonelier than an
empty beach"in a dull Winter day—and

„ empty indeed was the beachrl walked as
I came,into Marshfield along the Dux-
bury ocean-shore... ..} .J -"'-.•

The beach there is a sixTinile sand-
-ispit, standing offshore like aigreat jetty
and sheltering the inner bay. I.had got

. out to it by a long bridge fjrom Powder
' Point, itsi only direct connection with
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flliaii Empt»r Beach
better footing. Behind me—that
is, south from the bridge-»-Dux-
bury Beach is free of houses, but
here at the north, cottages begin
to appear in less than a mile . . .
and there is an even nearer out
post building, which I've since
been told is a privately owned but
public bathhouse.

Now my map showed me that
from the bathhouse a road goes
up the dunes to Green Harbor;
but I held to the beach, and
shortly was walking in front of
little camps and cottages whose
numbers gradually increased un
til there was a' close-set colony
ofv them—every one empty and
shuttered tight. .

About where the first cottages
were, I noticed a few little cedars
growing on the dunes ... iemain-
ders jf a time when the miles and
miles of this narrow sandspit bore
many of their kind, and of good
size.
. It is related that Eliphas Weston
of Powder Point, father -of the
famous Ezra Weston Sr., the ship
builder-merchant "King Caesar,"
was drowned in 1778 when ferrying
a boatload of cedar boat-timbers
from the beach to the Point.

(It is also of record that in the
middle 1700's both Duxbury and
Marshfield forebade pasturing
cattle on. the beaches because they
were eating and destroying the
grass that then, as now, helps
anchor the windswept and sea-
torn dunes.) .

Up beyond tha clustered cot
tages—u.i along past the Mae
Boberta, the Jay Dee, the Logans,
Camp Ella and Weymouth Lodge
and all the others, I came to a
wooded nubble or hummock. It
is, I suppose, the historic Rouse's
Hummock, owned back in the
1600's by pioneer Marshfleldman
John Bouse.

ridge stands between the road »r.<
the; beach; and the Ross's plsc« is
there, and squirrels are gambol
ling by the Thompson and Holmes
ho&ses among the trees. The trees
were oaks. Crisp dead leaves
rattled in their branches. >

And so it was that I came Into
Canal st., and so into Green Har
bor and into Marshfield town.

And just about there if old
mapmakers can be believed. I
crossed what had been the old
Green Harbor entrance. Canal-
diggers and the sea joined in clos
ing it and later on, fishermen,
working stealthily by night,
opened another harbormouth up-
shore. But that is another story.

NEXT—Green Harbor Beach
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